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up in the covered bazaar of Stambul behind the Ministry
of War, who had thought of this precaution. Now with
his dark restless eyes he looked for applause, set his
fez at a rakish angle over his hair, which he kept over-
long, and began to expatiate on his success as a brigand-
hunter. Then, looking at himself in a pocket mirror,
he gave his moustache an extra fierce upward twist, and,
with his spurs jingling on the heels of his well-polished
riding boots, he strode off with a taking air of bravado.
Sidki, though quite irreligious, had an immense contempt
for Christians, He used them to supplement his pay
with bribes. Sometimes, at a fee, he helped them to
run contraband tobacco. He was a vain man, a lover
of show, a fluent and inefficient liar, and he stole my
horses' corn.
We rode on rapidly to thevilkgeofKurtDogmushand
there Halil Fehmi EflFendi, as soon as he heard that we
had come, sent his grooms, who held our stirrups, while
we dismounted and took the horses to the stables. Fehmi
Effendi owned the village and the fields for many miles
round and flocks of sheep and herds of cattle, and he
lived, as his fathers had lived before him, as a squire
with a liberal hand. He met us at his door. He killed
a sheep, and his wives basted it and stuffed it with rice
and nuts and spices that made a hunger-inciting mess.
His retainers brought it in, and Fehmi pulled back his
sleeve, while we squatted expectant round the low brass
table set on the floor, and then he shredded off sufficient
of the well-cooked meat, and sent the rest out to the
gendarmes.
The meal was no sluggish affair, wherein conversation